BIDE  YE  YET. 

In  winter  when  the  rain  rain'd  caulc 

Vaneiy  is  charming. 
Ho'vv^  Stands  the  Glass  around* 

O  Jca*ii«  there's  naething  to  fear  ye. 
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BIDE  YE  YEl, 

\_  bonnv.wee.  wiile  to  praise  and  jKimire5 
-V  weey^ri'di.^  ri-side  a  vrc^e  burn, 

V:irc\vcd  io  the  bodies  lliiil  yriiri;ner&.  moo*' 

i-iie  bide  ye  yctj  ar.d  bkle  ye  yet. 
Ye  little  kcr.  '.^halinnv  beliue  you 
;<:az.iq  hoiinv  Woe  tuody  UKiy  yet  l-:^  iy-< 
/iisd  rU  iiy  be  caiity  wF  tliinl^iog  c't, 

V;hen  *  f^ar.i?  aiield-j  and  come  liama  at  e'c; 
ril'  5r c^tmv  wee.  wifi.-  m'  r^eat  and  fa'  clean, 
And  a  bonnv  wte  bairtde  upon  her  knee, 
lSi:>t  will  cry  Papa  or  l)ady  to  iuO. 
And  bide  ye  yet^  &c\ 

ii-l  if  there  sliould  1  appeii  ever  (o  be 
^/tbii^xnce  ii'iwtxii  )i  y  vn'  vvfic  and  nie, 
^^.1  -v-riiy  p'jod  hvr\our^  aitho'  sue  be  ler^ » 
•  und  chip  b uiVdd  sbe  ^  -  ' 

bide  yo  .  '3^': 


IN  v;niuN  THE  RAIN   RAI^^'d  CAULD^ 


111  Winter  wbe.i  the  rain  rain'd  cauld*  ^ 

And  frost  and  snaw  on  ilka  hill, 
And  Boreas  jvi'  his  blasts  s^i^e  bauld, 

Was  threat'iiing  a'  our  kye  to  kilh 
,  Then  ■Beii  iny  wife^  wha  loes  ruie  strife. 

She  said  to  me  right  hastily^ 
Get  up  Gudemaii,  save  CrniTimy's  lifej 

^i\d  tak  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  Grummie  Is  a  useful  cow^ 

And  she  is  coiub^  of  a  good  kyiie  ; 
Aft  has  she  wet  the  bairns'  mou% 

And  I  am  lakh  that  she  should  tyne  ; 
Get  up5  gudemaoj  it  is  fu'  time^ 

The  sun  shines  in  the  lift  s^e  hie 
Sloth  never  made  a  gracious  end, 

Go  lak'  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  cloak  v/as  anes  a  gude  grey  cloakj 
When  it  was  fitting  for  rny  v/ear ; 

But  now  its  scintiy  worth  a  groatj. 
For  I  have  worn't  this  ihretty  year  ; 

Let^s  spend  the  gear  that  v/e  have  won. 
We  Jittle  ken  the  day  we'll  die  ; 

Then  I'll  be  proud^  since  I  hae  sworn 
To  hae  a  new  cioak  about  me. 
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In  days  when  our  King  Rob<fTt  rang, 

His  trews  they  cost  but  half-a-crown, 
I  le  said  they  were  a  groat  o'er,  dear, 

And  ca'd  the  taylor  thief  and  lomr. 
lie  was  the  kmg  that  wore  a  crown, 

And  thou  the  wan  of  low  degree, 
'  J^'is  pride  puts  a'  th^  country  down, 

Siie  tak  thy  auld  cloak  about  ye* 

Every  land  has  it's  ain  laugh. 

Ilk  kind  of  corn  it  has  it's  ain  hool, 
I  think  the  warld  is  a'  run  wrang,^ 

When  ilka  wife  her  man  wad  rule  ; 
Da  ye  not  see  Rob,  Jock,  and  H^b, 

As  they  are  girdethgaltantly ; 
While  I  sit  hurklin'  in  the  ase, 

I'll  hae'  a  new  cloak  about  me. 

Giideman,  I  wat  'tis  thirty  years 

Sinc<^.  we  did  ane  anither  ken  ; 
And  we  have  had  betv/een  us  twa 

Of  lads  end  bonny  lasses  ten; 
Now  they  are  women  grown  and  men, 

r  wish  and  pray  well  may  they  be  ; 
And  if  you  prove  a  good  husband, 

E'en  tak'  youi:  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

Bell  my  wife,  she  lo^es  hae  strife ; 

But  she  wad  guide  me,  if  she  Can, 
And  to  maintain  an  easy  life, 

I  aft  maun  yield,  tho'  I'm  gudeman  ; 
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S'ouglif s  to  hv.  hod  at  woman's  hawu 
tJaless  ye  gie  her  a'  the  plea  : 

Then  i'-ll  leave  afFwhare  I  began, 
And  tak  my  auld  cloak  about  me. 


VARIETY  IS  CnARMIKG, 

I'm  in  love  with  twenty, 
I  m  in  love  with  twenty. 

And  could  adore 

As  many  more, 
There  s  nothing  like  a  plenty. 

Variety  is  charming, 
Variety  is  charming, 

A  constancy 

Is  not  for  me, 
So  ladies  take  your  warning. 

For  a  man  in  one  love, 
For  a  man  in  one  love. 

He  looks  as  poor 

As  any  boor, 
For  a  man  in  one  love. 

Variety,  &e. 

Girls  gro\^  old  and  Mgly, 
Girls  grown  old  and  ugly, 


6 


Tbey. can't  inspire 
Xi^e  same  desire,  - 
As  when  .their  young  and  smugly. 
Varietjj  &c. 

'lis  not  the  grand  regalia^. 
^Tis  not  the  grand  regalia^ 

Of  eastern  kings, 

That  poets  sings, 
Pnit  O  the  sweet  seraglio. 

Variety,  &€« 


HOW  STANDS   THE  GLASS  AROUND. 

How  Stands  the  glass  around  ? 
For  shame,  ye  take  no  care  my  boys. 

Let  mirth  and  wine  abound. 

The  trumpets  sound, 
i'he  colours  they  are  flying,  boys. 

To  fight,  kill,  or  wound, 

May  w^e  still  be  founds 
Content  with  our  hard  fate  my  boys. 

On  the  cold  ground. 

Why,  soldiers,  why, 
Shou'd  we  be  melancholy,  boys  ? 
Why,  soldiers,  why? 
Whose. business  His  to  die? 
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*  Wiiatj  siglnng  ?  fiel^ 
Don't  lean  drink  o?!,  be  jolly.,  b<;A'Sj 

^Th  lie,  you,  or  I, 

Co!  d 5  h.  o t ,  w tt i  or  d  ry , 
Were  always  bound  to 'follow,  boys;" 

And  scorn  to  iiy. 

'Tis  but  in  VaiiJj — 
1  meiin  nor  to  upbraid  you  boys^— 
*Tis  bat  ia  vain 
For  soldiers  to  coniplaii^ 
Sfioald  next  campaign 
d  us  to  hini  who  made  us>  boysj 
We're  free  from  pain. 
But,  if  we  remain, 
■  -  Dttle  ann  kirid  lancljjyK^  * 
Cure  all  again,       ^W:*  , 


JEANIS^  there's  NAETHING.Tl:  ^ 

O  '  Myjiissiej  our  joy  ta'Complete  agiJ^: 

Meet  me  again  iii  the  gloamhij  -my  ■ 
Lo>^  down  i'*  the  deii  Jet  us  meet  agai* 
-P  \  Jeanie  there's  naetliing  to  fear  ye 
■Come  -when  the  ^'^'ee  bat  flits  siient  ar/  ctn 
'Conve  when  the  pale  face  o'  nature  looks 
LoTe  be  thy  sure  defencoj 
Beauty  and  innocence— 
here's  naethinf?  to  fear 


^Vee:!y  b!avr3  the  haw  an' the  rownn-irec 
Wild  roses  speck  our  thicKet  so  breerie ;  * 
Still  will  our  bed  in  the  greenwood  be— 
^  ()♦  Jeauie  there's  naething  to  fear  ye, 
Note  when  the  blackbird  o'  singiiK^  is  weard 
List  whep  the  beetle  bee's  bugle  cooies  luar yej 
Then  come  with  fairy  haste,  : 
Light  foot  and  benting  breast— 
O,  Jecinie  there's  naething  to  fear  ye. 

Fa^-,  far,  wilt  tht;  bogle  and  brownie  be; 
^  Beauty  an'  truth,  they  darena  come  near 
K  md  lure  is  the  tie  of  our  unitv> 

A'  maun  love  it,  an'  a'  maun  revere  it 
Love  maks  the  sang  o'  the  woodland  so  cheerss^ 
Love  gars  a'  naturejo^lv  bonnie  that's  near  yeJ 

Lovd  'rcso  sae  sweet,  * 

Cowslip  an' vlclet— 
Oj  Jeanie,  there's  naething  to  fear  ye. 


